
AU CIEL.
In the early spring a party of three of

us started for a Continental ramble of
a few months.

Our party consists of my father and
mother and myself, u bojof a little
over sixteen, just recovered from an at-ta-

of measles, which had- - pulled me
down considerably, and rendered some
change on my account desirable. After
a brief council held it was decided to go
to Colmar. I forget the name of the
hotel where we put up ; but we did not
like it ; I do recollect, however, that
pestilential odois, especially at night,
led us, after three days' endurance, to
conclude we must try and secure other
quarters.

My mother had an aversion to hotels
and hotel life; and, thinking there
must be such things as lodgings to be
had, she took me out with her in quest
of one.

Madam Bertrand, a very plexsant
woman, and quite a lady in manner re-

ceived us ; and on heai lug our erra:id,
and leing told how many we were in
family, said she thought she could take
us in, and though not in the habit of
letting lodging, and so forth, she would
do her best to make us very comforta-
ble.

Though we were quite unexpected,
the house was in order, and in point of
cleanliness presenting a marked con-
trast with the quarters we were leaving.
The rooms were well furnished, and the
look-ou- t upon the promenade or boule-
vard delightful. The rent asked for the
accommodation we wanted was ridicu-
lously low ; so my mother at once con-
cluded the transaction, and it was ar-
ranged that we should v ing our things
and take up our abode there the next
morning.

We did not see Monsieur Bertrand:
but in one of the rooms shown us we
found a young lady playing the piano,
who, on our entering, rose to greet us
with that easy grace which character-
izes, certainly, the better classes of the
French. She appeared to be about my
own age, perhaps a trifle older, very
nice-lookin- and reminded my mother
and myself of a sister of mine we had
lost some two years previously.

The Bertrands were a superior sort
of people. They would, 1 suppose,
have ranked among an upper middle-clas- s,

though in point of manner and
nice feeing they were gentlefolk all
over. Theophile was an only daughter,
amd as such was, naturally, thought an
immense deal of by both father and
mother; while her having no brothers
or sisters, and consequently so much
the companion of her parents, rendered
her more of the woman than most
girls of her age. My mother took a
great fancy to her, a circumstance
which seemed by no means disagreeable
to the father and mother. My parents
were in the habit of taking a country
walk daily, in which I used to accom-
pany them. Theophile was asked to
join us, which she generally did; and I
remember, when anything chanced to
prevent her coming with us, the after-
noon walk or the evening stroll was
not, to me, somehow, at all the same
tiling. Theophile was musical, and
played the piano with some execution.
I had learned the piano also; and al-

though she was far the better perform-
er of the two, I was quite up to the
mark of taking the bass part of a duet;
and many a pleasant hour was whiled
away over some of Schulhoff's or Thal-berg- 's

compositions. Being so frequent-
ly thrown together, it would be no
matter of surprise that an intimacy,
and a rather close one, should spring
up between us; among all my fair
young acquaintances, there was no one
like Theophile. She liked me too, I
persuaded myself: her expressive eyes
said as much, though she did not
actually tell me so in words. There
were those, too, beside myself, young
Trench fellows, some older than 1, who
found Theophile an attractive girl.They
used to call, and she seemed to be on
very friendly terms with some of them,
which I did not like at all; and 1 re
member feeling by no means happy one
afternoon when I saw Theophile and
one of those young visitors walk out
together; how 1 took note of the time
they were gone, and speculated, thougn
I had too much pride to ask her the
question, where or how the three hours
could have passed that they were ab
sent. So annoyed was l indeed, ab
surd youth that I 'was, that 1 kept out
of the way and would not see her
when in the course of the evening she
came into our sitting room. 1 had,
however, recovered myself in the
course of the next day, and we were as
amicable as ever.

Among the visitors to the house was
one whom I very sixm perceived to be
no friend of mine. This was a priest,
one Fere Jacques. He would come in
to the room where 1 was and pretend
not to see me. He would ridicule Eng
land and English ways in my presence.
If I met him in the street, w hich ocea
sionally J did, he would pass me with
out the slighest recognition. This was
shown almost from the first, and yet I
had given him no offence whatever,
and for some time I was unable to a&
count for his animosity. He was fre
quently at the house, and I was contin
ually coming across him; and it has an
noyed me greatly to see the influence he
appeared to have over the liertrands
I had abstained.however.from referring
to Father Jacques s behavior to me,
and indeed should never have mention
ed the man's name to the family, but
for a little matter that occurred, and
rendered some allusion to him almost
unavoidable. One afternoon when Mon
sieur Bertrand had, as usual, gone to his
office, and Madame was out shopping,
Theophile happened to be left home
alone.

Is Theophile coming out with us to
day r inquired my mother.

I do not know,' I replied. ! will go
and ask her?' I accordingly went u
stairs, and, as was my habit, tapped
gently at the door of the room where

I generally found her. There was, how-
ever, no answer to my gentle knock; it
had not been heard. 1 did no: knock a
second time, assuming the room w.is
empty, but opened the door and stepped
in. Not a little surprised: whs J. at
what 1 saw. Here were Father J.irques
and Theophile by themselves. They
were both seated. lie had hold or her
left hand, and, bending forward from
his seat, was looking up in Theophile' s
face, addressing her with the utmost
empresaement, while Theophile, with
her face averted and her right hand
shading, as It were, her eyes, was evi-
dently profoundly affected by what the
priest was saying to her, looking down
upon the floor, silent. I, of course.
apologized for this intrusion, and at
once withdrew, and a few minutes after,
I heard Father Jacques's footsteps on
the stairs, and from the window, I saw
him walk away.

'Is Theophile not coming? again
asked my mother.

'No, I think not, this afternoon.' I
felt strongly inclined to let my mother
know what I had just witnessed up
stairs; but some indescribable feeling
restrained me from doing so. She,
however, seeaied to suspt ct something,
probably from my manner, and she
added, '1 hope nothing has gone
wrong: I mean that there has been no
little tiff between Theophile and you.'

Oh, dear nol I replied. 'We could
not be better friends.' I thought it just
to add tint 1 had found Theophile and
x ather J.icques together.

'Alone r
Yes; alone.' My mother said noth

ing, but I could see the circumstance
set her a thinking. So it did me. I
was puzzled,' and something more, at
what I had witnessed. What could
Pere Jacques have been saying to The- -

philer Could it be upon religions
matters that this priest odious fellow,
as I thou 'h him was lecturing her?
Could it have anything to do wiih the
confessional?' Then, too, what busi
ness had he to beholding her hand?
How I loured to see the girl! But,
then, would the mystery be cleared up
by her when I dm?

'Good-mornin- Theophile! We miss
ed you in our walk, yesterday,' were
my first words to her the next day, as
I entered the same room where I had
now heard her playing overhead.

Ah. good-mornin- so glad to see
you!' she replied, coloring just a little.
but mam fe. ting no contusion as she
did so. 'You had a nice walk, I dare
say. The day was charming!'

'I am afraid you must have thought
me very yesterday, The-
ophile, in entering your room. But,
do you know, I knocked as usual.'

Did you knock? I did not hear you.
But it did not signify.

I do not think Pere Jacques would
have said It did not signify, Theophile;

do not like that Pere Jacques.
You -- do not like him? Have you,

then, any reason for disliking him?'
He dislikes me. I can see it. AC

this rernarkTheophile seemed rather em
barrassed, and after a moment s pause
I summoned up courage to add: 'But I
see he likes you.'

Theophile blushed; but, recovering
herself quickly, she replied: 'So you
have noticed that" also, have you?
Well, perhaps you are right. But tell
me wny you think he does not like
you.'

Obi his manner shows it. lou
know his aversion to me. I wish you
would tell me why he dislikes me so. I
don't think he likes your leing so much
with us (I did not like to say, with
me). 'I am afraid 1 have let him see
that I am '

That you are what? You must tell
me.

Must I? Well, so fond of you.'
Here was my lirst confession. I had

long wanted to make it in some form
or other. Theophile had not given me
the opportunity. I recollect, as if it
had been but yesterday, how my voice
shook as I dist losed what In all sincer
ity I felt toward her, and my cheek
turned crimson.

Theophile colored too, deeply, on
hearing this tender disclosure, and re
plied:

lleally! I cannot think what you
have found In me that you should like
mo so. I am sure I ought to feel very
happy.'

What would have delighted me to
hear was some corresponding confes-
sion on her part; just a word, to let
me see the feeling was mutual. But it
came not, though I waited. However,
I resume'!:

'Theophile, answer me. Am I not
right? Does not Pere Jacques think
me very fond of you, and does he not
dislike ine on that account?'

Not altogether. He has another
reason, something like what you sus
pect! What can you mean? Do tell
i ne.

I cannot 2fot just now, at my rate.
Perhaps, though, I may at some other
time.

I did not press it, but the feeling, I
suppose, that in this Father Jacques I
had a sort of rival and a decided foe,
led me to return to the charge:

Father Jacques Is very often at your
house, Theophile; what does he call so
frequently for ?

He Is our priest.
Is he, then, obliged to call because he

Is your priest, and so often ? Our cler
gyman at home does not call once In
ix months.'

With Catholics it is different, I sup
pose.

'But what can he have to talk about
all the time? Such long visits as he
pays! I wish you would tell me. Now,
what was he saying to you yesterday ?'

I do not think I am quite at liberty
to tell you.

Some secrets, then, I suppose, that
you may not disclose.

'No; no secrets that I should at all
mind disclosing. My mother knows all
about It.

Then why cannot you tell me? You
did not seem pleased, I thought.

'Prolably not; but Father Jacqueu
would not approve of my mentioning
the matter.'

Not to me?'
Nottooi; and yet I do not know

why I bhould not tell you. He need
never know that I have. Promise ine
not to reveal it if I tell you will you?'

Of course I w ill reveal nothing you
communicate to me in cojilldence.'

Well, the truth is, he i trying to
persuade me to enter a convent.

And are you going?' Baid I eagerly,'
What an interest you apiear to take

in mef
Are you going to enter a convent?

Do say.
I do not know. I do not desire it.

I shall try and avoid doing bo, but '

Theophile, you will thiuk me very
inquisitive; but what can Father Jac-
ques's reason be for waniiug to shut
you up?'

Oh he says It will be for my good.
He declares I shall be much happier if
I gave up the world and devote myself
to the service of our holy Church. Be-

sides which, he will be better able, he
says, to attend to my spiritual iuterests.'

How ? Would he be in the couvent,
too?'

He is connected with the convent
he wishes me to join.'

Oh, Theophile!, I exclaimed unable
to suppress my concern and indignation,
you make me very sad. How much I
shall think of you after we have left
Colmar I shall be wondering, when I
am miles away, whether you have given
in to that horrid man.'

But you are not going away for
some time yet, are you ?

Yes, I am sorry to say, we expect
my uncle next week, and we are to
start for Switzerland, I think, the day
after his arrival.'

Theophile was silent, disconcerted,
evidently, at my allusion to our leaving.
We continued talking together for some
Litle time longer, not so cheerily by any
means ;us usual; but before we sepa-

rated, I again recurred, to the question
I had her about Father Jacques.

Before we part, tell me. Theophile
again 1 ask you why is it Father

Jacques dislikes me so? You said I
had nearly guessed the reason.'

No; I did not say that. You asked
me whether it was because he thought
you liked me, and I said that it was
not the real reason, though something
like it.'

Well, then, what is the reason? I
shall give you no peace till you tell
me.'

You are very persistent. Well,
Father Jacques has suspicion that he
says, indeed, he is sure that '

That what?' I broke in, all the more
eager to hear what my young friend
seemed reluctant to divulge. 'That
what?'

That I like you! There now you
have it. Are you satisfied? Do not
ask me auy more,' and she threw her-

self back in her chair, and covered Iter
face with her hands.

That was all I wanted. I was satis-fle- d.

There need be now no doubt that
Theophile loved me, and I felt delight-
ed. 1 had also got at the secret of this
priest's dislike to me. Theophile was
fond of me: he saw it, and it made
him hate me. I afterward learned
that this 'spiritual adviser,' as she
styled him, in remonstrating with her
parents, used to takt his stand upon
religous grounds, and dilate upon the
peril of any intimacy being maintain-
ed the irreparable mischief, indeed,
that might ensue between Theophile
and one of a heretical creed like my-
self. But happily without effect. Her
parents treated me with the same cor
dial courtesy, and the girl continued
us nice In her behavior to me as ever.
So the attachment that had sprung up
between us went on without let or
hindrance, the interference of this
meddling priest notwithstanding. And
thus, whether our mutal parents failed
to see it, or seeing it, cared not to take
notice of this intimacy, I know not;
but it was so that Theophile and 1,
young things of sixteen and seventeen.
were sun red to become as attached to
each other as auy two lovers of ma- -

turer years could possibly have been.
We had now passed three months at
Colinar, ami, as 1 had told Theophile,
we were expecting my uncle m the
course of a few days, when I was taken
ill. Some form of a low fever, which
had shown itself in the place, selected
me for one of its victims, my recent
attack of measles predisposing me, it
may be, for the malady. I remember
trying to shake it off for a dy or two,
vainly trying to light against the pe
culiar lassitude with which the attack
commenced, and then having to give
in and take to my bed. How inisera- -

able I was! With all the feelings of
over-fatigu- yet unable to lie still;
thirsty in the extreme, yet unable to
swallow anyone of the varied bever
ages that they brought me; what
was still worse, mnable to sleep, A
sense of drowsiness would come over
me, but no sooner had I yielded to it
than all sorts of of hideous vision!!
would present themselves to my dis
ordered brain that quickly scared me
back to wakefulness. Yet I was too
weak to resist this delusive slumber. I
would strain every nerve to keep my
eyes wide open, but the eyelids would
grow heavy and sleep would overcome
me Instantaneous sleep only, for scarce
would I have closed my eyes before I
was awake again, uttering as I return
ed to consciousness, a cry of terror. At
times, too, I was delirious, rambling in
coherently, mixing up places and peo
ple in a manner that, at olhtr times,
would have amused those that heard
me, or else 1 would shriek out for pro
tection from the malignant priest, who
appeared as my chief persecutor.

I had now lain ill nine days, rarely
answering If spoken to, and not recog
nizing those In attendance upon me,
when 1 fell into a deep sleep that lasted
several hours. My mother, worn out
with constant watching, was resting on

a couch close by, while Theophile stood,
as it were, keeping guar d at my bui- -

side, on the look-ou- t for any change
that might come over me, when I awoke
aud the ejes thai first met mine were
the bright eyes of my lair watcher
Theophile. Yes, there was that sweet
face, recognized now by me for the Unt
time for many days; and languid as I
was, I recollect well mustering just
sufficient energy to say in a whisper,
Theophiler From that moment 1 be

gan to rally. The malady had luna
certain course, and the crisis was past.
Signs of returning appetite Ikhii to
show themselves, and my slumbers
forthwith ceased to be disturbed with
the terrors that had been wont to haunt
them. The doctor, however, who, by
the way, treated my case most skillfully,
warned my friends that I should need
great care, and that any injudicious ex-

ertion might cause a relapse that would
probably prove fatal. So I had to
make up my mind to a short season of
convalescence, and to be treated still
as an Invalid while strength gradually
returned. The contemplated trip to
Switzerland had been Interfered with;
but now that I was getting better it
was ttilked about afresh, and it was de
cided we should start for Basle as soon
as I should appear equal to the journey.
My nncle, who arrived soon after I
was first taken ill, was disposed to take
blame to himself for having caused our
detention at Colmar, but for which, ier- -

haps, I should have escaped this attack
of fever. It was still, however, July,
and so plenty of the summer remained
for cairying out our projected excur
sion.

Truth to tell, I was by no means
eager for the time of our leaving to ar- -

ive. The interim of my convalescence
wa3 pleasant enough, Theophile being
to some extent my attendant as well as
companion. Her piano-playin- g I found
more grateful than ever, and then by
way of variety she would take up an
Lnglish book, and read or attempt to
read it with the sole object, 1 believe.
of amusing me with her pronunciation
of the language. Many soft sentiments
passed, too, between us; more it may
be than were suspected, or would have
been quite approved by others. That
we liked each other was no secret, but
the depth of the attachment which had
sprung up between us was hardly
realized by my relatives. But this
pleasant time was not to last. At the
expiration of three weeks from the
time when my illness took a favorable
turn, I was pronounced by the doctor
quite well enough to take an easy jour
ney, and indeed he recommended my re-

moval without delay. So the day came
for us to tike leave of Cohnar and the
Bertrands. I shall never forget that
day. I felt the parting terribly. My
fattier and uncle had started on foot for
the station, while my mother and 1 were
to follow lu the fly which was waiting
at the door. Adieu, Theophile!' was
all I could trust myself to say, but 1
made bold in saying so to salute, after
the manner of the country, the cheek
of this sweet French girl, while with a
moistened eye and a perceptible tremor
In the voice, she faintly replied, Au
revoir!' and. we drove away. Was I
ever to see Theophile again ?

We traveled as far as Basle that day,
and from thence we started the follow
ing morning on a two mouths' tour
through a country justly termed the
playground of Europe, presenting, as it
does, charms in the way of scenery,
etc., which probably no other land
under the sun has to offer, especially to
those visiting it for the lirst time. Had
we come direct to towitzeiland, as wo
had at first intended, how delightful
would this trip have been to me! But
our detention at Colmar by the way,
tended to modify considerably the en- -
oyment which it would otherwise have

afforded me, and more than once was 1

asked somewhat repioachfully how It
was I did not manifest more interest
in all that was so new and so enchant-
ing in the way of scenery. Berne, and
Iuterlakeu, and Lucerne, and Cha- -

mouuix, aud Geneva were all visited in
turn, till October with its chill air over-
taking us, it wts decided that we should
turn homeward, and seek the comfort
of the English lireside.

For some days it had been matter of
debate which route we should select
for the return journey, and it bad been
resolved that we should take the rail
direct to Paris, and there expend the
res due of loose cash our p.irty happen-
ed to retain. But it so happened that
my uncle, who was troubled with some
ailment or other, had while at Colmar
consulted the French metlecin that at-
tended me, and having been treated
more skilfully by him than by others
at home whom he had consulted, ex
pressed a wish to see the man again.
Out of consideration for us he proposed
that we should go to Pans without
him, whhe he went round by Colmar
to meet us at the French capital. And
1 really think this suggestion of his
woul i have been adopted but for me.
The possibility of seeing Theophile
once more just once had, I am'
afraid, something to do with It; but I
ventured to give it as ray opinion that
it would be mucli better if we kept
with Uncle George.

'At any rati; let me go with him. He
has been so kind to ma I am sure he
likes having me with him.'

Yes; let him come with me, chimed
in my kind relative, pleased evidently
at the reluctance 1 evinced to separate
from him.

To this proposal my mother at first
demurred on the ground that I had
suffered enough already from my visit
to Colmar, expressing at the same time
surprise that I should not prefer avoid
ing all risk of auother attack of fever.
Her objections were, however, over
ruled. We were only to pass one night
there. W e were to put up at the hotel,
not at the Bertrands', and I think some
thing was said about not goln near the
house. So my uncle and I started for
Colmar, leaving my father and mother
to make their way to Paris.

It was about 8 in the afternoom when
w o alighted at the door of th hotel, the
same that we had stopped at when we
came in April, and my uncle having
ordered dinner at 6, went In quest of
his late medical adviser, leaving me to
pass the interval as I thought proper,
after bidding me to be careful to bear
in mind the dinner-hour- .

Not many more minutes than were
necessary, were consumed, as will be
supposed, iu making myself sufficiently
tidy after our railway journey, for the
visit which I had been promising myself
for some days past; nor had many sec-
onds, after my uncle had left the hotel,
elapsed, ere I set out for Theophile's
Tibode. How my heart throbbed at the
prospect of meeting her 1 How would
she receive me? Would she be the
same to me quite as when I last saw
her? And then aud this thought has
troubled me much by th way should
I And her at home? I had not liked to
write and tell her I was coming. I now
half regretted I had not done so. How-
ever, 1 reached the house ; the street-doo- r,

as usual, was open. I walked up
stairs and knocked at the door of the
sitting-roo- the family had been wont
to occupy. Madame Bertnand was
alone. She received me courteously,
indeed, as ever ; but she seemed much
depressed about something, she did not
say what, aud congratulated me on
having- regained my good looks, obsei

that I had apparently derived great
benefit from my sojourn in Switzer-
land.

After sitting some time, and The-
ophile not appearing, I could restrain
myself no longer and asked the question,
How is Theophile?'

Ah, monsiear,' she replied, giving
vent to the feelings she had up to this
moment repressed, and bursting into
tears, 'Theophile n'est plus !'

What I felt on hearing this announce-
ment I shall not attempt to describe ;
but I question whether a dagger thrust
into my heart would have caused me
greater anguish. Weneither of us
sjwke for some minutes, both being
overcome with emotion ; but on recov-
ering herself j sufficiently, she told me
how, shortly after we had left Colmar,
her dearly loved daughter had been at-
tacked with the same epidemic which so
nearly laid me low, and after lingering
some three weeks, sank under the at-
tack.

Oh, Madame !' exclaimed I, 'Is it
possible I am no more to see Theophile?
I loved Theophile!'

'Yes, Monsieur. I know it, and she
loved you, too. Her last words to you
I heard. They were "Au revoir ;" but
she's gone au ciel, to a fairer land than
this, where God grant you may meet.
Would Monsieur like to see the spot
where my cherished one reposes now in
peace? Then Come with me.'

Before quitting the houe, however,
Madame Bertrand asked me whether I
should like a small memento of her
child.

I should prize it dearly, was my re-

ply. During her illness the doctor had
recommended that her hair should be
cat off quite short, aud her mother had
kept it. She presented me with a lock
which, as I took it from her hand, I
pressed to my lips, and thanked her
sincerely.

We walked together in silence to the
burial-groun- whither all that was
mortal of dear Theophile had been con-

veyed some six weeks before. A wreath
of freshly gathered flowers lay , upou
tne grave, while a plain white cross
bearing the simple inscription,

'TlXEOPIIILE BERTRAND,

told briefly the tale of a comely flower
prematurely stricken down, a choice
bud that had withered aud passed hence
forever. After bidding Madame fare-
well, I made my way back to our hotel,
feeling unutterably miserable, with a
weight upon my heart which time, as
it went on, scarce seemed to lighten.

It is twenty-fiv- e years since this In-

cident occurred, and I am still single.
I have sometimes mused to myself what
might have been my course had I not
paid Colmar a visit on our return jour-
ney, and never heard the story of The-

ophile's end. Perhaps my attachment
to her might have abated, as sucn at
tachments formed in youth oftea do.
As it is. however, the sweet memory
of Theophile has, as yet, undergone no
effacement, 2'emple liar.

The Suez Canal is extected to net
this var a Droflt of $1,000,000. The
tonnage passed through during the first
three months comprises olo snips
against in tne year losi, ana tne
receiuts have increased in like propor
tion. The Egyptian troubles thus far
have no eflect on the canal transporta
tion. One effect is to hasten the sub-

stitution of steam for sailing vessels.
as the latter cannot navigate the Red
Sea.

Colourless and Cold. A young girl deep
ly regteiunt ibat she whs so co ourls and cola.
Her face whs too Kbit, nnd ber bind and
fet felt as though the blood did not circulate.
After one bottle of Hop Bitters bad been taken
she wan the rosiest aud healthiest girl in tbe
town, with a vivicuy and cheerfulness or mina
gratifying to ber 'neudf.

A steamer last week carried out 15
car loads of Michigan oak lumber, saw
ed to dimensions and billed through to
Glaairlow. to be used in constrnctlncr
railway cars. It is believed that this
order will be followed by otners, De--

cause our northern oak possesses qual-
ities much sought after by builders,
but not found in British lumber, save
that which commands a very high
price.

I bad severe attacks of gravel and kidney
trouble; was unable to get any tne ticlne or
doctor to cure rae ootll 1 uma nop miters,! a
they cured me in a short tlne. A DISIM
OC1SHED LAWTIB OF WAYKB C0 N. Y.

"Tim, I want to borrow your black
Sunday pants to attend a iunerai,
said one Galveston Irishman to anoth
er. "And whose funeral is it you are
so anxious to attend In me black bun
day pants r" your own, bedad, er ye
don't lend 'em to me."

Weights of Timber, Lumber, and
Cord wood.

The following tables are (riven In a
recent publication of II. K. Porter &
Co, of Pittsburg, Pa.:
WEIGHT Or GREEN LOUS TO SCALE 1,000

FEET, DOAItD MEASUItE.
Yal loir pine (Sontbern) 8.000 "in oon
Norway pin (il lob man) 7.000 " 8.0 ".

toll Dine Mlcb.W' fl0",llni' ".
bite Din U'enn.) Lark off A.oon it.,n

liemlock (I'enn.j bark off 6,000 M 7.0 0 ".
EIGHT OF 1,000 FEET OF LUMBER,

BOARD MEASURE.
Yellow or Norway pine Dry, J,00 lb.; Green 6,000 ft.
Wnltp4n " " ",600 4.000 ".
WEIGHT OK ONF CORD OF SEASONED

WOOD, 128 CUBIC FEET TEU CORD.
Mlck ry or uifr mple 4 & 0 ft.
Wblteoak 8.760".
Keren, rtd or blok oak 8.260 " .
Popular, cheninut relw ..1.H6S " .
Pine (whl e or Norway) 10 )

Iiera lock bark, dry 2,200 " ,
(i oord baik rot from 1.60 feet logt )

The jetted Jersev waists of black
silk are very stilish for comnletinor
black satin mervelleux dresses that
have many lengthwise tucks and pleat
ed flounces.

Ia the curt of severe ecu alii. weak lours.
pitting of blood, aud the ear"y stages ot Caiu

Mumption, Dr. Pierce's "Golden Medical
has astonished the medical faculty.

WbiU it car the sever-- st coughs, it strength.
ut the system and purijki ths blood. By

druggists.

llev. J. It. Muruhev. D. I)., ha an.
cepted an appointment as financial sec- -
ivmiy vi uie uonege m ues Glomes,
Iowa.

TRUTH 18 MIGHTY.
When Dr. Pierce, of Buffalo, N Y announced

thai his "Favorite Prescription" would posi.
lively cure the many diseases and weaknesses
peculiar It) woineu, some doubted, and coutlnu- -

ed to eini'loy the harsh and caustic local treat
ment. But the mighty truth gradually been me
acknowledged. ThouNauis of tadlne employed
the "Favorite Prescription" and were speedily
cured. By druggists.

The production in this country of
pig iron, iu 1881, was 4,041,504 tons,
against 4,295,414 tons in 1880.

SOMEBODY'S CHILD.

Somebody's child is dying dying with the
fluxh of hop on bis young tce, aud somebody's
omtter thinking of the line wbeu that de.ir
ace will be hidden where no ray of hope can
trigntn there was no cure for
contumpt ou. Header, if the .child be your
neighbor, take this comfortiDg woid to the
mother's heut be'ore it is too late. It-I- t ber
that consumption is curable; ibat ruea are
livirg y whera Otepbtslciaus pronounced
iucurabl", ocaus oue luu ' h ti be-- alia t
defrayed by tie diwase. Dr. Pierc's "Golden
Medical .iscovr "has cured hundred; sur-
passes cod liver oil, b)p(ybo6pbit, ai.d other
me'iciue i la curing this dispute. Sold Dy drug-
gists.

For indulging in the trifling luxury
of leaving the coal-hol- e in his sidewalk
open one night, a New York man was
made to pay 110,000 and a lawyer to
defend a suit brought by a man with an
amputated leg.

How oftiHi persons have been annoyed br
burrs clluKlng to tblr dp orclothiut;, and
how seldom have they. whii denning them.
given its thought tlat Burdock Root is the
most valuable Mood cleanser and purifier
known, aud is dIi by every druggist UDder
the name of Burdock Blood Bitters. Rice
tl.00.

The application of Charles Tong
Sing, the Chinese steward of the Jean- -

nette, who accompanied Lieutenant
Danenhower home from biberia for
discharge from the United States ser
vice, was granted. He will go to China
to visit his mother.

After Eight Long, Years.
C. C. Jacobs. 78 Folsom Street, Buffalo,

writes that for eight long rem s be aal tried
every known reme ly to cure bim of piles, also
bad been trraU-- by (hyiciaijs without sue.

, whn h vts ultimately cured by 1HOKAB'

EcLKcraic Oil.

Within a radius of five miles from a
place on the Skagit, Washington terri-
tory, there is estimated to be at least
200,000,000 feet of fir saw timber, ex-

clusive of the maple, spruce and cedar

Visible Improvement.
!fr. Nonh Bates. Eluilra. N. Y writes:

"Ab 'Utfoi r years g iJ bad an attai k of Hlioos
Mud nver f'oiy recovered.' Mv ditfts tve

oigHue were wehknd and I would he oro
1M my profttralfo I r A't-- r usiug two
botnVfl of your Burdock B ood B''trs l

wits s visible that I was astonthbed.
I iv u itow thouirb 61 ye rs f ag, no a fair
and reasonable d 's work." Fiice fl.0U

"Crushed-strawberry- " red and rasp
berry pink are the fashionable colors
for the ffiucham dresses worn by bru
nettes. They are trimmed with white
embroidered muslin.

A Well-know- n Farmer From Erie Co.,

N. Y., Speaks From Experience.
Ak&om, Erie Cocnty, N. Y., I

December 0, 1881. (

To the Proprietors of Thomas' Eclectrlc Oil:

Gents, L 'ut March I took a severe cold, and
bfiug in doctoring It, brought the
Asthm ou me very severe. I could not lie

down or sleep for wherzlng and shortness of
breath. I took tbis thing and that, and tried
different doctors, but fouud no relief. Six

months ago I saw an advertisement in tbe pa-

pers recommending Dr. Thomas' Eclectric Oil,

so I thought I would try that, and, wonderful
to relate, yet nevertheless true, the first dose I
took relieved me In a few minutes, and before

I had taken of a 60 cect bottle 1
could breathe freely and sleep as well as ever.

fit is iqu illy as nicglcid for cuts, bruises, burns,
nnd rheum&tlsm. I woke up a few mornings
since with such a pain ia my chest, that I
could rot draw a long breatb. My wife said
"rub ou Thomas' Electric OU." I did so, and
in a few minutes the paiu was gone, and I
have not felt it since. My wife also bad a severe

attack of rheumatism la th arm and aide.
'

She spirited the OU with tbe same result. I
would not re without it If I had to walk ten
miles for it, and then pay f 5 for a SO cent bot-
tle, I end you this testimonial hoping you
will publish it, so that aufferirg humanity may
be relieved of their aches and pains.

Youra respectfully.
S.8. U HAVES.

Akrou, Erie Co N. Y.
Fakrand, Williams A Oo., Wholesale

AgeuU Detroit Mich.


